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groaned, bitterly.
bel;'B’“t' Qollingy dear, what else can we

He drew away from her sharply and
stood u .' She!rm and gazed at him

anxiously. 1

*We have the mere friendship
line,” he said, in a2 hard voice. “You
know that! You would not have left
London with me had we been merely
friends. Were we y friends when
we sat up night after might at Eller-
dine's place? No friends speak to one
another as we have spoken? Why!"
His teeth closed as his passion swept
again. “You've only to touch my hand
to know that | burn with longing!”

“Colling, vou must not say such
things !" she begged. She was thor-
oughly frightened. She had hunted the
wolf and roused the lion. .

“Friends !"
at her again. “It's not true! Look
at the risks we have takeh! Do friends
run the risks we have run? Why, we
haven't even tried to fool the world!
So, for heaven's sake, don't let's try
to fool ourselves!”

Ptggl'\v gasped. “People don't think
we are —

“People don't think!"™ he laughed bit-
terly. My darling, people are only too
glad to thimk. You know what 1s said
about others"——

“Oh!" she gasped. He turned to her
quickly, his tone and manner softened

"chg}-: vou don't care, do wyou?”

“Don't care!” her fingers gripped the
edge of the table and she strove to
speak calmiy. “Colling, tell me, do peo-
ple think we are lovers?

“How can they help thinking it?" he
demanded. Haven't we given them ev-
ery reason?”

Peggy choked back a scream of
ror. “No, mo, no!” she
1 hate to think of that! We have only
been friends—very kind friends” she
went on feverishly, as if it were neces-
sary only to convince him, “Why should
they think otherwise? Oh, 1 suppose
it's all my fault—all my fault! 1 don't
think ungenerous things of others. [
only wanted a companion—a good
friend!”

She sank sobbing into a chair and

?u herself against the table in a piti-
vl
stood over her, but there was no ten-
derness or sympathy in the gaze that
rested on her bowed head. e love
of his life had been playved with for
the amusement of a butterfly, and the
bitterness of it welled up to his lips.
. “You wanted some one to pet you—
to pamper you,” he said in low, hard
tones, “Some one to satisfy all your
little vanities—your ,\‘eamirlg‘; for de-
votion, adulation. | know. You want-
ed all the joys and none of the risks!
There are many women like you. ey
drive men mad—make drunkards, gam-
blers, swindlers of them! But I'll not
let you drive me mad!” and his teeth
clicked. “Peggy, I mean you to be
mine! There will be a crash soon
Adamston will take notice of what peo-
ple are saying about us. He will come
out of his political shell and end 1t
once and for all!”

“Oh! what have 1 done!" moaned the
girl,

“Done!"
swift change of tactics. “What have
you done to deserve his neglect? Why,
he doesn't even know you exist! Why,
his heart beats by act of Parliament!
He'd rather rant a1 a village meeting
than pass an hour with you! Are you
going to spend your youth in the com-
pany of"—

'glop' Stop!" Peggy ' broke in, ris-
ing, white-faced and imperious. “Say
what_you like about me—scold me if
Lm’ like, but don't say one word against

im. You don't know my husband. He
is 3 big man and he loves me!”

“In a stride he was beside her. gaz-
ing _earnestly into her face.

“But Peggy.” he said, "vou won't say

love him.”

“Love him! Oh, I don’t know!" she
said pathetically, and turned away from
him. “T've no chance to love anybody
the way you regard love. It was my
father who wished me to marry Adam-
ston, even before I left school. Seo,

hor-
uOh.

ston and you won't love only one else?”
he interrogated.

“l don't know,” she repeated in a
weary little «voicee “But I certainly
don't love any one else. You think I'm

ed—that is absurd. She drew

a;;;
i
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He flung the word back | b

"‘souls ‘stand bared

all the luck!"” Colling-
in bitterly. “I could
anything if you were with me!
ing or some one to fight
for, Peggy, must let ston
get a divorce,” he finished in grim ear-
nest. Peggy sank into a chair with a

pﬁf)ivoru! Oh, you must not talk like
that! You don't know how it huris
me, Real]{. you're mistaken,” she went
on earnestly. “I'm quite satisfred with
my lif v sometimes when I'm fool-
ish I feel a little lonely and neglected.”
“Then you have deceived me,”

clnged.
“Colling! I never meamt"——

“Never meant! Good heavens!" Col-
lingwood blazed out. *I told you six
months ago that I loved youl And
ever since then you have let me go
everywhere with you and ['ve told you
again and again of my love!”

P, 's lips* trembled and she half
raised her armg as if to shield herself
fror\u thl;' ombtim be ol

“You have always been so to
me,” she said pathetically. “You've
never been unkind before.”

Collingwood fairly sprang

er.

“Good! Unkind! Why, most men
would have divorced their wives on
far less than half the evidence we have
furnished! And you have accepted that

sition without a murmur! You don’t

now what you've done!”

P ‘s eves were wide with terror,

“Colling! What do you mean?" she
cried.

“Mean! I mean that you've led me to
believe that vou didnt care what we
did—what people said about us! Mean!
That we are zalone together, Peggy. you
and 1!" His voice was low and tense
and the words tumbled out over each
other in a passionate whirl. That the
call of love is in the sprmq‘\ whisper-
ing to you and me! Mean! hat I am
a man and you are a womar, whose
to each other!
That I Jove you and you love me!”

And again she was crushed to his
breast.

“l don't love you Colling! Let me
go!!" she panted and wrenched herself
loose. Then she sank limply onto the
the sofa. She felt strangely weak. It
was as if she was being robbed of the

toward

ittle heap. Collingwood came and S

"echoed Collingwood, with a|PP

power of resistance—as if the sheer
strength of the passion were ovgrcom-
ing her. In an instant he was b de
her and had her in his arms aﬁm.

*“No, I can't let you go,” he whispered
between his clenched teeth as he strain-
ed her to him. “It is my hour! It's
vour fault as well as mine! Kiss me
eggy. You've tormented- me long
enough. Kiss me!” .

One arm turned her scarce resisting
face up to his, and his lips crushed hers
in a long fierce kiss. The telephone
bell jangled loudly.

“Ellerdine " she gasped. .

“Let him ring!” And he kissed her
again, in s?itt of her terrified struggles.

“No, no!" she panted. “Answer him!
Please—please!”

She broke out of his embrace, and
with a growl of anger he rose and hur-
ried to the phone.

“Well, well, who is it,” he demanded
testilv. “Wha-a-t!" He hastily pressed
the mouthpiece to his <hirt bosom.

“Ad—Admanston!” he whispered.
And for once in his life Collingwood
was really frightened.

“My hushand!” gasped Peggy, start-
ing to her feet
“Yes'—Yes, we took the wrong
train.” Collingwood was saying into the

one.
. "Yes, Collingwood. It's he speak-
ing.

Peggy's lips were stif with terror.
“Where is he?” she managed to whis-
R:r. but Collingwood motioned to her to
uiet.

“Oh, ves," he went on in a natural
tone. “We have just finished su?er.
What! 1 can't hear distinctly. fou
want to speak to—Oh, llerdine !
Wait, I tell him”

He put down the receiver and turned
to Peggy. He was very pale, but his
eves were shining.

“He wants to speak to vou, t00,” he
said in a low voice. “Perhaps you'd bet-
ter not.” .

Peggy shuddered and buried her face
in her hands.

“I can’t! I can't!” she moaned. He
gi: I.mn'n%oth;" bispered.!’ Bl

; n?" w A

“I didn’t think to aslt.—HnEo! Eller-
dine has just gone out” he went on
into the phone. “Hullo! Where are
von ?ez}n from?—Damm! We're
cut off! Hullo! Dites donc, madamoi-
selle, ne coupez pas mon numero, je
ne pas fini—Ir's no use—we're cut off.”
he slammed the instrument onto

And
the table.
faced him, livid with fear.

to

lip. | was seared into h

,.ﬂ.z

/ He crughed her violently__to him despite her

struggles.

Peggv! No, no! Don't ring!” he plead-
ed, as her hand at last found the but-
ton. “Peggy, trust me! [ love you bet-
ter than anything else in the world!
For you I will sacrifice wealth, honor!”

“Honor!" she moaned.

“I'll do anythi to win you!™ he
went on desperately. “Everything I've
done has been to win you—to have
g:u for my own! Youn know it's true

fore God, 1 believed you loved me,
too, Peggy! Don't jutlge me too harsh-
Iy, dear! Don't!”

He attempted to take her in his arms
again, but she pushed him off.

“I must be alone,” she said, faintly.
He stepped back. with a sigh.

“All right, Peggy.” At the door he
paused a moment. “Don’t be afraid,
dear,” he said, tenderly. “It will all
come right. Good night, Peggy.”

The door had scarcely closed behind
him before Panline stumbled, white-
faced, into the room.

“Oh, madame!” she cried. “There is
something altogubcr wrong! Just now
when I came along 1 saw a man stand-
ing at your door listening! Twice be-
fore I have scen him to-day, He was
at Boulogne!"

Peggy's overwrought gave
way in a storm of weeping and she
threw herseli upon Pauline’s matherly
bosom.

“Oh, Pauline, I feel that something
awful is going to happen!” she
sobbed. “Stay with me! Don't go
back to your room! Stay with me—
stay with me! Pet me as von used to
when 1 was little and afraid of the
dark!” .

* &

Three travelers with strangely as-)
sorted Eurpose; were hurrying th h
the night to be at Peggy's side in the
morning.

In‘a comer of a compartment on the
slow train from Chalons Lord Eller-
dine, vexed of thougnt and sore of
body, snored disconsolately. His com-
panton’s thoughts must have been pleas-
ant, if:;al lshe.sa_;tdup beside him and
occas y smi enigmatically into
the darkness.

" The hsdtn eapt;:ssﬂrrom London was
ringing i e, too, sat up wide
awakel.h:nd ght s:;ad_ of him

Buttoned against his breast was a short,
unsigned letter, every word oin:h::_h
; is

nerves
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for he would never have been szhle to
grasp the idea that he was beaten,

On this particular morning Dicky El-
lerdine rose to an abnormal mental
level. He had two fixed ideas—that
they were in a “rotten mess™ and that
he had had “a rotten bad night” He
took pains to tell Lady Attwill his feel-
ings on both subjects at every possible
moment, while she begged him m vain
to desist.

P ‘;Em what are we jolly well going to

L1
“Stop #t?" Of course, I will!" he

said.

At last Lady Attwill fled to her apart-
ment in the hotel to remove the stains
of travel, and Ellerdine was driven to
a long. gloomy soliloquy over his shav-
ing tackle. They met a half-hour later
in the parlor of Peggy'- apartment and
Dicky took up his forecast of disaster
exactly where he had left off. Pauline
was dressing her mistress and they
were alone. .

“Cheer up, Dicky,” she begged.
;nq\c been in many a ‘worse fix than
this.

She was a woman of about thirty-five
and stll retained much of what had
been a cold beauty. Her mouth was
well-formed, but made unattractive by
its hard cxpression, and the eyes 1old
that her life had not all been love and
good  will She was handsomely
gowned

“Worse!"” echoed Ellerdine. He was
roaming gloomily about the apartment.
“l should say so! 1 don't mind gerting
mto_the fix, as you call it.”

“Then what are you grumbling
abeut 7" she inquired from the depths
of an easy chair.

“How am 1 to get out of it! Any
fool can get info a fix any time. Its
getting out—what? That's a conun-
drum Alice.”

Lady Attwill laughed softly. “Did
[ ever fail you?" >

“No, no! You've been pretty good,”
he conceded, but with a doubtful shake
of the head. His head, by the way,
went up perfectly straight from the
neck as if the back of it had ‘' been

laned off. It was covered with short

ushy ?rown hair and his npger lip was
concealed by a foolish little blond mus-
tache. He talked with a lisp and dress-
ed faultlessly. TI have a per-
fect portrait of Richard Lord Ellerdine,
some time undersecretary in Downing
Street. . 3 -

Lady Attwill continued her efforts to
reassure him.

he
“And—yes"—he la to | Paul

himsel{—"that was awkward!—But this
" he persisted. “I'm not in

one, enctl'y. It's 's fix—and we
don't quite know h:m._;u into it. | M

't like the look

of it
a chair by the
his

complication with Admasion” rejoin-
ed the lady, decidedly. “He's no fool—
you take my ward for it.”

“Seems to me [ have to take vour
word for everything,” he complained.

“Well, you will leave all the thinking
to me,” she smiled.

"You don’t give me time to think,”
he replied in an aggrieved tone. -1
know I'm deuced slow at 1. Bur rell me
this!" he turmned his head enough to
meet her glance. “How did Peggy and
Collingwood get to my place last an-
tumn before 10 o'clock i the morning 2
Tell me that—what "

He settled back as if conscious that
he had delivered a facer.

“Motored through the night” replied
the lady, promptly and coolls

“They didn't—um '—they didn’t!” ex-
claimed Dicky in  mldly  triumphant
tones,

“But he told us they did.”

“l know he did but they didn't!”

She gazed hard at him.  “Dicky, vou
know  something,” she declared. He
had resumed s sour scrutiny of the
ceiling.

“1 know 1 do.”

“What is it?” she demanded
+*Bad breakdown overnight at Selby,”
he explained, shortly. “They came on
1o my place the next morning in a
hired motor. 1 heard all about 1t from
the man who drove them down from
Selby.”

“Dicky "

_“It's a fact Fellow is my chaui-
feur. So you sec I can find out things
if I have time enough. Alice! He
squirmed uncomfortable. *I don't like
this fix Peggy's in. Staying all night
at Selby with Collingwood was bad
enough, hut"—

“Good gracious!” smapped Lady Att-

will =0 sharply that Dicky almost star:-
ed. “Can't a woman stay at the same
hotel with a man she knows without
scandal 7"
_ “Scandal!” echoed Dicky, sitting up
m a manner which was, for him, sud-
den.  “Damn the scandal! It's what
folks think—it's who vou are! Lots of
woiten wouldn't mind staving at the
same hotel 1 was staying at, and no-
body would dream there was anything
wrong—you wouldn't, Alice. But Peggy
_andr‘CoIlingwood make people suspect
em!

“Madame will see Lady Attwill” in-
terrupted Pauline’s  respectiul  voice
from the doorway of the hedroom.

“Tell Peggy I'm waiting.” requested
his lordship, as Lady Attwill hastened]
toward the door.

“Yes. Amuse yourself for a few min-
utes,” she smiled with a nod toward

ine.
“Amusge! What!" said Dicky with a
blank stare. Then his face lit up with
a smile of comprehension. “Oh, ves!

Pavline. Haw is madame?”
, & headache—just a little ner-

vous. Is your lordship well,” injuired

tache | the maid,

full
He Mr'l:rqhulylnd made a wry
. "Had no Feel very
Panline. Up all vight in a con
slow train  Oh,
added in an altered tone as Colling.
woodl, clean shaven and neat in & hrown
sack wult stepped in from his own apart-

?ﬁuutmdmcedlm only

ollingwood sat on the arm of the
sofa and lit a cigarctte. “When did
you get here? he inquired ple: !
ignoring Ellerdine’s manner, which was
“No;” had a b.ath. a shave, and a
“'R':frtshmg. but not filling,” com-
“Staying here?”

“No, they wouldn't let us in. It's

race day—or week—they're packed so
we had to go to the St. Denis. A mice

f:IJW got us all into,” Ellerdine added

ly.
“F{L Pve got you into. How so?™
And he walked over to Dicky's chair
and looked down at him. His lordship
dei not to glance at him.
“I'm blowed if [ Imow—quite,” he
said in the same uncompromising tone.
“Anyway, we're in "
“But | don't understand.” prgtested
other.

the .

“Oh, come_on!” exclaimed Dicky, be-
tween annoyance and disgust. “Chuck
that business, Colling. know your
beastly way of putting a fellow off—
but you can’t leave me out of this.”

“Leave you out!” frowned Colling-
wood, as if still puzzled
“Wish to heaven you could.”

“Look here!" exclaimed Collingwood,
gently. “What's un?"

Dicky sat up and favored the ques-
tion with his best state of dizappro-
bation.

“Well, are we at St. Moritz? he
d

emanded.

“No,” admitted Collingwood.
“Are we in Switzerland 2"

“Well, where are we?”

“In Paris.”

“There you are—there you are! And
you've kot the sublime cheek to ask me
what's up!™ And Dicky huried himself
back among the cushions and resumed
his gloomy contemplation of the mural
effects, torturing his mustache the
while.

Collingwood indulged in a good-nat-
ured laugh. “Now, don’t get angry,
Dicky,” he said, soothingly. *“It's all
right—only a trifling contretemps. We
got on the wrong train—by mistake "

Dicky violently jerked his eves away
from the charms of garlanded cupid
and stared agam.

“Are vou telling me that for a fact
or a joke? he demanded.
“Fact—absolute fact!” Collingwood
assured him calmly. “We were kept
until the last moment paying duty on
Peggy's cigarettes and had to rush for
the train"—

“I saw you," interjected his lordship
with meamng

“Got in the ome that was on the
move.”

“Yes—the
nodded. “You jumped Peggy on and
sprang after her. dragming the mad
with vou. Very clever hit of work, my
friend,” he told the Cumd

“Well, where were you?”

“In the other train—the right one—
with Alice,” answered Dicky, with point
ed emphasis. “It was a rotten thing
for you to do.”

Collingwood smiled unnoticed. “Leave
vou with Alice?” he mquired. His lord-
ship did not <mile

“No, to leave us in the lurch like
that”

“But,” protested Collingwood, “I tele-
graphed to you to Chalons that we had
got on the wrong train”

Paris express.” Ellerdine

CHAPTER IV.

“Yes, I know vou did.” said his lord-
ship grimly, “but that didnt make it
true. 1 wouldn’t have gone on if Alice
had persuaded me that the train was
running in two sections and that you
should be sure to join us at Chalon.”

“Well, it's all right now,” concluded
Collingwood. soothmngly, as he sank at
full length on the sofa. “So don't let's
say any more about it.”

“All night now, is it*"
with cold irony. “Suppose
hears about it—what®"

Collingwood settled himeeli among
the cushions. “Oh, it'll be easy to in-
vent some yarn that will satisty him,”
he replied easily.

“You'll have to do 1. [ never could
invent.” said Dicky. hopelessly. “Never
| should have gone in for writing if
I'd heen able to invent a bit. No good
at it! - Confound vou, Colling, land-
ing us!—"

“Now, look here, Dicks.” interrupted
the other in reproachful tones. "I didn’t
think you'd cut up rough about i 1
thought possibly Alice might, but not
you!”

“Oh, she doesnt mind.” returned El-
lerdine, sarcastically. “She doesn’t be-
lieve folks get on the wrong train or
have motor boat accidents so they can
have a night off.”

Collingwood sat up and his straight
evebrows came together.

“Do vou mean you think [——" he
began slowly.

“No [ don't.” mterrupted Dicky un-
moved. “But what will Admaston
think? He's sure to hear it [l bet
vou a fiver it is known all over London
to-night.

“Then we must set vour conscience
at rest, Dicky,” he said.

“How "

“We must all have a coherent con-
nected yvarn to tell” said Collingwood
casily.

His lordship snorted.  “You'll never
get four people to tell the same vam
without variations,” he  declared
promptly. “Sure to be one let it down
just where it ought to be kept up.”

“Oh | don't mean a long complicated
story.” Collingwood assured him.  “Just
a plain unvarnished tale”

us defied Collimgwood sat up and
leaned toward his wnbending friend in
a confidentinl way,

“Here vou are then," he began cheer-
fully. “We all on the w train®
“&m we didn't.” interrupted Dicky
“Hang i, nu_rd the other, “l know

we didn't but we'll say we did "™

Dicky stared at him  “Am | to say
we did" he demanded incredulously

“We'll all say we did” Collingwood

'mﬂ g and

smibd on him in  pity
shook L‘ w “h, 1 shall never he

retorted Dicky.
Admaston
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and went as you would instruet s child
in its first letiers.

“We all got on the wrong train.
There's ncthing difficult in saying that™
“We all got on the wrong train," re-
plied Dicky with as much inflection
enthusiasm as a schoolboy’s first
ing “Omnis Gallia in tres partes
est”

“Bravo, Dicky!"” cried ;
enthusiastically. “Now the next 15 we
all stayed the might at this hotel”™

Dicky stared his amazement “What
here!" he

“Yes here—at this hotel!”

“Oh, come on chap. doesn’t that
sound like a bally lie? ink i
over. Listen! We all stayed the night
at this hotel” and the tone was the
same as before. He cocked hip eye at
Collingwood.

“All right,” declared that gentleman
heartily, “What's wrong with it?”

Dicky shook his head again. “No it
lacks something,” he insisted.

“Rot! Ir's only because we didn%
stay here. If you can say we all got
on the wrong train surely to goodness
im: lr.an say we stayed ali) night at this
otel.

“Yes," hiz lordship added with a
pause. “It ought to be easy enough”™
“We—all—got—on the wromg train,™
said Dicky slowly, as he wrote the sen-
tence out in full “Does seem easy,
doesn’t it? He cocked his head on ons
side and gazed judically at the pad.
“That looks all right,” he announced
cheerfully.

“Tip top!™ exclaimed the instructor.

“Now let's see, we all stayed the might
at this hotel. No" he shock his head
and looked up at Collingwood in dis-
approval. “There’s something wrong
with that™

“It’s only your sense of the scrupu-
tous,” urged the latter. “You say it
often enough and it will sound all nght.
Good morning, Alice,” he added as
Lady Awwill slippsd in from Peggy's
chamber.

“Well, how is Peggy®™

“Bad head. She's coming in a mine
ute or two,” replied the lady. She
seemed to be breathing rather quickly.
“I've had a warm quarter of an hour,
though what I've done?—"

€ls she cut up?’ demanded Dicky,
anxiously.

“Cut up!” Lady Attwill lifted her
arms and turned her eves roward the
ceiling. Dicky turned and began a ner-
vous pacing of the room to the
annoyance of his mustache. “Awfull
Simply awfui!™ he groaned. until Lady
Artwill remarked helplessly, “I don's
know what’s to be done.™

Then he brightened considerably and
faced her with a fatherly smile

“Oh, it's all senled,” he assured her,
“l and Collingwood have arranged it
all™

“Arranged what?"

“Well.” he began easily, “we 3ll got
in the wrong hotel —No, No!” he broke
off in despair. “My head won't work.,
You tell her, old man. ['ve forgotten
the bally thing already”™

Lady Attwill turned to Collingwood
with an amused smile “You've surely
never given Dicky anything to think
about 7™

Collingwood dropped his hands from
his face and stopped his half-humerous
gtoanmg. “Not much!” he pleaded,
penitentiv.

This was too much. All of Dicky's
wrongs of the past twelve hours re-
turned on him in a wave.

“Not much!™ he repeated indigmant-
lv. “Gets on the wrong train! Leaves
us sranding at the post like a couple of
sublime martyrs. off 1o Pans
and leaves us kickmg our confounded
heels at Chalons! We come here after
them and find the hotel full of bookies!
Sit up all mght in a beastly slow train.
No sleep, no food, no Switzerland! Nos
much to think abouty Neo, I shall havae
an attack of brain fever after this
raunt !

And he slumped into an armchair,
Lady Attwill bent over the back of the
chair and pressed his shoulder.

“Now tell me, Colling,” she com-
manded, “what have vou arranged *™

“Just a short, straight tale—simpla
and to the point and easy to tell, he
replied.

*The truth:"

“The truth! Never!" grunted his
lordship. “Who's going to tell Admas«
ton the truth®”

Lady Artwill
faint amusement.
she inquired.

“Know! I've bet Collingwoed 2 fiver

all London knows to-night.

“Bosh!™  exclaimed Collingwood.
“Anway, we can all say we zll took the
wrong trai.n” .

“We all took the wrong train,” came
the solemn monotone from the depths
of the chair. .

“But we didn't,” objected the lady,
Dicky sat up.

“There you are!” he cried in fatuous
triumph.

“Oh, T see!” she said slowly. with a
peculiar smile. “That is the short sime
ple tale. T see! We all got on the
wrong train."” !

“There, Dicky,” exclaimed Colling-
wood. “See how quickly Alice mga

glanced at him with
“How's he to know >

"
h, she’s used to it!" commemted
Dicky in no very courtly fashion, as he
rose and reached for the cigarette case
which Lady Attwill still held in here
fingers. “She rirln up things vwvery
quickly—now tell her the sequel” he
challenged Collingwood as he settled
himself in his chair once more. “That's
the water jump for me!”

“Come on,” said the lady, “let’s have
a look at it”

“We all staved the night at this hotel,*
said Collingwood, lm::l;

“Try that ;':;ed his ship, in antie
cipatory i

'?‘.We all staved the might at this he-
tel,” said the lady, calmis
“There you are'” exclaimed Collings

'm{‘l imple,” said the lad
“Very » " said o ¥
Dick 'W “Comes
cc. \‘tﬂ. he remarked
ve hegn at
“Ah, » wh ™
“Nea, that's what | mean™ Dicky

ﬂ:"d hastily, as & walter glided in
with & large tray eoncealed -Illu..‘m-
e,
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